TALES OF DESTINT

broken-hearted by the crowning calamity that had
overtaken me, afraid even to face my neighbours of
the village, naked, penniless, and alone.
" Thus did it come about that I, a man of estate,
feudatory of a prince, within the period of a single
moon lost wives and children, slaves and retainers,
land and crops and cattle, family jewels, stores of
gold and of silver, and also the blue diamonds of the
idol for the retention of which I had rashly but un-
knowingly ventured all that I had of happiness in this
world.

" And since that day of final disaster I have journey-
ed over the face of the land trying to find, not the
blue diamonds, not my stolen hoard, but that fiend
incarnate, the priest of Siva, who slew my wives and
children.

" I go about, now a Moslem fakir with the right of
entry to the mosques where I may worship the only
true God and Mohammed his prophet, now dis-
guised as a Hindu yogi, crying * Ram, Ram/ so that
I may gain access to the temples of the idolators,
there to find the Ganapati with the jewelled eyes, and
by that token discover the man for whom I am ever
seeking. Every year I revisit Ferishtapur, whence
the idol was originally taken by $iy hand from the
wrecked temple, but thither neither the priest nor
the Ganapati has ever returned. At other times I
travel from one city to another, searching for
temples, mingling with the devotees at the recurring
festivals, the Holi, the Durgapuga, the feast of
lanterns, and watching the processions when the
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